2;S                   CONTARINI FLEMING:

remained untouched; and unquestionably I should have
sunk under the great calamity of my life, had it not been
for the sources of hope and solace which this faithful com-
panion opened to me. Now it was all over: I was little
better than an idiot.

Physician followed physician, and surgeon, surgeon, with-
out benefit. They all, held different opinions; yet none
were right. They satirised each, other in private interviews,
and exchanged compliments in consultations. One told me
to be quiet; another, to exert myself: one declared that ]
must be stimulated ; another, that I must be soothed. ]
was, in turn, to be ever on horseback, and ever on a sofa.
I was bled, blistered, boiled, starved, poisoned, electrified ;
galvanised; and at the end of a year found myself with
exactly the same oppression on my brain, and the addi-
tional gratification of remembering that twelve months of
existence had worn away without producing a single idea,
Suck are the inevitable consequences of consulting men who
decide by precedents which have no resemblance, and never
busy themselves about the idiosyncrasy of their patients.

I had been so .overwhelmed by my malady, and so con-
scious that upon my cure my only chance of happiness de-
pended, that I had submitted myself to all this treatment
without a murmur, and religiously observed all their con-
tradictory directions. Being of a sanguine temperament, I
believed every assertion, and every week expected to find
myself cured. When, however, a considerable period of
time had elapsed without any amelioration, I began to rebel
against these systems, which induced so much exertion and
privation, and were productive of no good. I was quite
desperate of cure ; and each day I felt more keenly that, if
I were not cured, I could not live. I wished, therefore, to
die unmolested, I discharged all my medical attendants,
and laid myself down like a sick lion in his lair,

I never wont out of the house, and barely out of a single